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Read More Fairy 
Tales 


According to Russian neuro- 
fogists. # child of today is the 
victim of information overload 
that upsets his brain and nervous 
system, "Read more foiry tales 
to your childtent= they say. 
"The magic world of a {ai 
{ale with its imagery, its c 
cepts of beauty and nobility, 
its own moral values. in which= 
the good always tnumphs over 
the evil, helps the child to 
develop 9s harmonious 
personality and protects his 
“biological clock’ from malfunc: 


An Island is Made 


AAS-year-long project has been 
completed. Japan has « new 
2-2q-mmile island off its coast. 
It was made by rubbles carried 
bby # convayor system, extending 
‘six miles from 8 mountain, to 
the site, 

Japan is planning yet another 
Island. By the next century the 
map may well have to be 
redrawn —3 Japanese officer 
says, 








How Many Share 
the Earth? 


According to the latest calcu 
lation the earth at the present 
Ie inhabited by 1.4 milion 
species of animals and 00,000 
species of plants But they 
fopresent only 1 per cent of all 
the species of plants and arvmals 
that have lived on the earth 
from its known beginning. The 
‘other ninetynine per cet have 
become extinct. 


Many Faces of the 
Singer 


The famous singet Elvis Presiey. 
who died in 1977, ig living in 
1.403 American faces. if not in 
their voices! Ail these people 
(hey include a lady from 
Florida) have, through plastic 
surgery, made themselves look 
like the celebrated Rock Singer 











Continuing our Fairy Tale Novella 
THE LEGEND OF 
THE GOLDEN VADLEY | 








(Story so far: In the Golden Valley an earthquake reveals a beautiful 
Image. The young Raju undertakes an adventurous journey to learn 
the secret of breathing Jife into i The King of the Golden Valley, 
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puts on the Kini 
is destination.) 





















Raju saw a mountain pass be- 
fore him. Clouds coiled round 
the hills like shawls round the 
venerable members of a com- 
mittee of shivering old men. 

Raju hopped down from the 
rock to which the princess had 
Jed him and took a few steps 
along the pass. Then he 
stopped and turned to have a 
last glimpse of the princess. 
But a deep fog had decended on 
the rock. Hecould seenothing. 

The fog had begun to grow 
thick. The narrow pass could 
not be seen but for a yard or 
two. 

Since there was only one long 
way before him, Raju did not 
find it difficult to go forward, 
but walking was not casy. 
‘Gusts of bitter cold wind beat 
down upon him, He stumbled 
‘over sharp stones hidden under 
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‘eagerness to marry the beauty, seeks the help of a man who 
calls himself a wizard. The man throws the king Into 
disguise, Raju, in the meanwhile, (s approaching 


cave and 








12, THROUGH THE BLAZING WALL OF FLAMES 


small streams flooding the pass. 

A dazzling flash of lightning 
blinded him. It was followed 
by a deafening thunder that 
seemed to crush the dark peaks. 
Rain-drops of the size of grapes 
hurtled down after their initial 
fall on the high hills. 

Raju stopped, but he saw 
that jets of water had suddenly 
begun to gush out through 
numerous chinks in the rocks 
around him, In a minute he 

was knee-deep in water. At 
that rate he knew that he wil 
be neck-deep in it before long. 

There was lightning again. 
Raju hurriedly climbed what 
appeared to be a rock. 

‘Next_ moment it sprang up 
and, before Raju had any chance| 
to get off it, it began to run 
with a loud roar. Raju under 
stood that what he had mista 














to be a rock was some sort of 
beast 

Normally the experience 
should have terrified him. But 
he had decided not to fear, He 
mustered all his strength and 
courage and stuck on to the 
decision. 

There were frequent flashes of 
fightning. Raju tried to see the 
beast. It was golden and huge 
and very strong. It ran at a 
great speed. Raju clung on to 
it for he was not sure where he 
Would fall if he were to jump 
off it 

From darkness the beast soon 
brought him under the focus of 
a faint but weird light. Raju 
thought of surveying his beast 


now, but before he had done. so| 
his attention went to a fire that 
burnt like a blazing wall before 
him. 

“Stop, please stop, will you?” 
he told his beast’ which he 
guessed to be a lion—the big-| 
gest he could have ever imagined, 
But the beast was running 
credibly fast, makingi@ bee-line} 
towards the wall of fire, 

“Stop!” Raju said again, but 
in vain. The beast ran as if| 
lured by the fire, It shot into it 
like a meteor. Raju closed his! 
eyes as he entered the flames, 
Surprisingly, before he had any 
sensation of the fire, he had the’ 
queer feeling of passing through 
the air like a hurled stone, 

















Next moment he found himself 
beating his arms against @ vast 
sheet of water. 

‘The lion had crossed the wall 
of fire and had flung him into 
lake, he understood. The lake 
Teffected the dancing flames and 
the waves aroused by the strong 
wind looked like molten gold. 

Raju spotted a huge tree jutt- 
ing out over the water. He 
‘swum towards it and climbed it. 
He was shivering with cold. 
‘There was a hollow in the tree. 
“It should be warm and com 
fortable,"" he thought, and tried 

} to adjust himself in it. 

He tumbled into the hollow 

and down he went. He did not 
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know how long the process of] 
falling took. But when’ he| 
landed on a base and looked! 
around, he was amazed. Where! 
was the lake or the tree? He was 
in a totally new place, marked 
by a beautifully laid out garden 
abounding in flowers. There 
was a temple at its midst. 

How was this possible? How’ 
could: one find way to an un- 
known country through a iree? 

“Why, what is puzzling in 
that?” a stranger surprised him 
with the question. 

The stranger looked serene 
and kind. Since he. was the! 
solitary person there, « Raju 
understood that he must have 
been the priest of the shrine 

see, you already know the 
question that was in my mind. 
Well, 1 was wondering how the 
meagre space the hollow of a 
tree had could contain such a 
large area!" said Raju, bowing 
to the priest. 

“So far a8 space is concerned, 
can there:be a small space and 
a big one? How do you measure 
space?” asked the priest. 

“Well, we can measure by 8 
stick, can't we? One metre, two 
metres..." 

“Thereby you are measuring 
the stick, not the space. Spc 
has no form. It cannot b<j 








Jmeasured. Space is only one.” 

With the experience Raju had, 
ithe priest’s statement did not 
sound 2 riddle. He felt con- 
vinced about it. 

“But I don't understand how 
you knew my thought!" 

“There is nothing as your 
thought. Thoughts are univer- 
sal, Here, in this dimension of 
space hidden from your know- 
edge, one can see the thoughts 
passing through a man just as 
one can see the man himself. 
Why, can't you read my 
thoughts?" asked the priest. 

Raju looked at the priest. 
Instantly he knew what was in 
the old man's mind. 

“You are about to tell me that 
in this shrine dwells the deity 1 
am looking for. Further, you 
Wish to tell me that I can ask the 
deity for only three boons and 





no more. Am J right?" asked. 
Raju. 

“Right. And I can see that 
you feel rather alarmed about 
it, for you had fondly cherished 
four desires. You would have 
liked four boons to be granted!" 
observed the priest. 

“Indeed, it is so," agreed 





Raju. 
“But that is not possible. 
Three is the limit!"* informed the 





priest, and he added, “But don't 
you realise that everything has 
its justification? You were a 
little scared when you found 
yourself riding a lion. But 
could you have crossed the wall 
of fire otherwise? You had a 
feeling of despair when you 
dropped into the hollow of the! 
tree. But would you be here 
otherwise?” 

Raju nodded. | 


(To continue) 
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The Vasant Panchami or Sri 
Panchami is one of those festi~ 
vals that are celebrated all over 
the country. The day marked 
for this. celebration is the fifth 
day of Magha according tothe 
Indian calendar, This year-the 


FESTIVALS OF INDIA 


‘auspicious day falls on the 29th] 
of January. 

Misa serene festival dedicated 
to. Saraswati, the Goddess. of] 
learning, literature, and the 
other arts, 

The Vedas speak of Saraswati 
as the Goddess who. purifies our 
hearts and: gives us knowledge, 
the capacity to appreciate beauty 
and truth, and the inspiration 











for creating art, poetry, and 
‘other things of aesthetic valve. 

The Goddess, say the scrip- 
tures, is luminous and extremely 
beautiful. 

The seers of ancient India 
who composed the Vedic hymns 
lived on the banks of a river that 
‘came to be called as the Saras- 
wati, Goddess Saraswati is 
looked upon as the presiding 
deity of that river too 

On the Sri Panchami day the 
deity is worshipped in innumer- 
able homes and educational 
stitutions, Students gather flo- 
wers before the dawn and store 
them for the priest who would 





‘offer them to the deity. Gene! 
rally the students: fast till the 
Goddess has been offered the 
Puja and they have joined the 
priest in paying Pushpanjali, hom- 
age with handfuls of flowers. 

In Bengal and many other 
places temporarily made clay 
images of the Goddess are im- 
mersed in rivers the next day. 

In the northern parts of the 
country along with the Puja of 
Goddess Saraswati, the festival 
emphasises the slow advent of 
Vasani—the Spring. In Punjab 
the young wear yellow clothes! 
on the day to mark the begin- 
ning of the season of Spring, 














LEGENDS AND PARABLES OF INDIA 


Tn one of his incarnations the 
Bodhisattva lived as a hermit. 
‘One day, out for collecting 
alms, he came to the house of a 
mahout—a man who tamed, 
trained and drove elephants. 
He was in the service of the king 
of Varanasi. 

‘The mahout took a great lik- 
ing for the young hermit and 
looked after him well. The 
Bodhisattva lived with him and 
in his compassion wished the 
mahout well. 

‘And this is how there was a 
Windfall in the mahout's luck: 

‘One night a wood-cutter lay 
on the verandah of a temple. 
Near him stood 2 tree in which 





some fowls were perched, 

A fowl that rested on a higher! 
branch flapped its wings. An- 
other fowl resting on a lower, 
branch was sprinkled with dew.. 

“Do you take me to be an 
ordinary fowl that you dare to) 
conduct yourself so carelessly 
near me? Do you know that one! 
who would eat my flesh was sure| 
to hit upon a hidden treasure?" 
asked the fowl of the lower 
branch. 

The fowl on the higher branch 
laughed. “Do you know my, 
value? One who cats my flesh 
would become a king!"* he re- 
vealed, 


The wood-cutter was over 





eyed to hear this. He sat alert 
and let some time pass. When 
hhe knew that the fowls had fal- 
len asteep, he climbed the tree 
as slowly as a crawling snail. 
He had no need of a hidden trea- 
sure if he could become a king. 
So he left the fowl on the lower 
branch in peace and caught hold 
of the fowl on the higher branch 
and jumped down and ran 
home, 

" O my dear wife, you are go- 
ing to be a queen!" he exclaimed 
on reaching home. 

“Don’t speak nonsense. I'm 
a wood-cutter's wife and I have 
no regret for it!” said his wife. 

“Your wood-cutter husband 
is going to ascend the throne. 
Now, cook this fowl for me!” 
said the wood-cutter and he told 
her about the virtues of the 
fowls flesh. 

The happy wife cooked the 
fowl. “Let’s eat our food after a 
dip in the holy Ganga,” said the 
wood-cutter. Accordingly they 
carried the cooked fowl and rice 
in a closed pot to the river-bank. 

Leaving the pot on the river- 
bank they entered the water. 
Suddenly the river rose in spate. 
Before the couple could reach 
the bank a high wave swept the 
pot away. 

“Alas, we are nit destined to 
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become king and queen!’ said) 


the wood-cutter. 
home, heart-broken, 

Miles away the mahout was! 
giving a bath to his elephant 
when he saw the floating pot 
To his amazement he found in- 
side it freshly cooked rice and 
meat. He was hungry. He ate 
the food with great relish, 

‘On the third day Varanasi 
was invaded by an enemy army. 
The king of Varanasi put on the 
disguise of a mahout and made 
his mahout wear the royal robe, 
He thought that he would be 
safe if dressed as a commoner. 

The enemy perhaps were mor: 
interested in taking the king p. 


They went 








}soner than killing him. To 
| achieve this end they shot arrows 
at the king’s mahout—little 
[knowing that he’was the king 
himself. 

The disguised king died gn the 
spot. The mahout, who: was 
disguised as the king, realised 
it, But instead of retreating, he 
fought with @ vengeance. The 

soldiers of Varanasi were in- 
ispired to see their king fighting 
with great valour. ‘They too 
put in their best, The invaders 
were routed and their king was 
Killed, 

‘After the war was over the 
ministers and the nobility of 
Varanasi knew that he who led 
them to victory was not the king 
but the king's mahout. 

Now that the king was no 





more, the kingdom must have a 
new king. The king had died 
without leaving behind him any 
issue. 

“The late king had chosen to 
Put the royal robe and the 
crown on the mahout. He 
ought to be the king,” said the 
priest, 

“But for the mahout, Vara- 
nasi would have fallen to the 
enemy. Indeed the mahout 
‘ought to be the king,” said the 
minister. 

The general and the nobility 
agreed with the opinions of the 
priest and the minister. 

‘The mahout was crowned the 
king. 

The Bodhisattva remained his 
chief advisor. 

From the Buddha Jatakas 











There was a holy woman who 
lived in a hut outside the town. 
She was old and was revered by 
all. Anyone who came in con- 
tact with her knew how loving 
‘and pure by nature she was, 

‘While the others came to meet 
her, the old woman went to meet 
‘only one person—the queen. 
She held the queen dear to her- 
self and the queen was always 
happy to see her. 

The queen loved to be alone 
in her company and listen to her 
wise words 

‘One day while the queen sat 
with the old woman in the 
palace her maids brought her a 
new necklace. It had been sent 


The Lost 
Necklace 


— = 


by the king. It was very costly 
and very beautiful. The king 
had promised her such a gift for 
a long time. 

The queen was delighted to 
get it, The queen's happiness 
made the old woman happy too. 
She took the necklace to have 
a closer look at it. 

“O holy woman, keep it with 
you till | return from my bath,” 
Said the queen, She then en- 
tered her bath and returned after 
an hour. She looked fresh and 
charming in her dazzling gar- 
ments and was ready to put on 
the new necklace. 

“You can now give me my 
necklace,” said the queen. 

The old woman looked crest- 
fallen. “Your Highness," she 

“I do not ey how the 

it 

was time for prayer, | spread my | 
prayer rag and stepped onto it 
and closed my es. I had 


placed the necklace besicte m 





ont 
i 











the rag. When my prayer was 
over and I opened my eyes, the 
necklace was gone.”* 

The queen was surprised. She 
lifled the rag and shook it. 
She looked for the necklace in 

all the nooks and corners of the 
room, but it was not to be seen. 
“Had any of my maids come 
| in when I was in the bath?" she 
| asked. 
| “Not to my knowledge," re- 
| plied the old woman. 
The queen shook her head, 
| quite mystified. She called her 
chief maid and sent word to the 
king about the loss of the neck- 
lace in that strange way. 
“Search the person of the old 












woman. If it is not found 
torture her. If she does not! 
confess to the mischief, lock her] 
up,” was the king's instruction. | 

‘Theswoman who commanded| 
80 much respect till that moment] 
was searched. She felt humi- 
liated, but was helpless. When| 
the search did not yield any- 
thing, she was dragged into a 
dungeon and tortured there, 
The queen did not know what 
to do —whether to let her suffer 
or intervene and let her go. 

The old woman was then led 
into a cell and locked up. 

‘A month passed. One day| 
as the king was chitchatting| 
with the queen a big magpie| 











flew out of its nest in the skylight 
on the high wall under the roof 
and something glittering fell 


from its nest. The queen 
picked it up. It was the lost 
necklace. 


Instantly the riddle was 
‘solved. It was clear that while 
the holy woman sat praying the 


‘The queen burst into tears 
thinking of the humiliation 
caused to the holy woman. The 
repentant king himself ran to 
the cell and opened the door and 
set the woman free. He knelt 
down before her and sought her 
mercy. 

The old woman sighed and 








smiled sadly, but said nothing. | 

The king then ordered for 
precious gifts to be brought for 
her. Only then she spoke. “O 
king, you know that I have no 


interest in wealth. It is true 
that you caused me suffering in 
your ignorance. But that was 
because in my ignorance I had 
fan attachment for the queen, 
As one dedicated to God, 1 
should have had no special 
fancy for anybody because of| 
her or his status. I have learnt) 
my lesson," she said and she 
went away without even casting 
a look at the gifts. 

For the remaining years of her 
life she lived in a forest, praying| 
for herself and praying for all. 














DOUBLE GAIN 


At Shripur two merchants lived as neighbours, Sushila and 
Janaki were their wives. The two were great friends. 

A third merchant came to live beside their houses. His 
wife, Gita, soon struck a friendship with the two ladies, 

‘Gita saw that both Sushila and Janaki lived happily. They 
had enough money. 

Shortly Gita found out the secret of their wealth. Sushila 
knew a hymn by which she could please the Deity of Misery. 
She had obtained a boon from the deity. The deity hud pro- 
mised never to visit her house. 

Janaki knew how to invoke the Deity of Wealth, The 
deity had promised never to leave her house. 

Gita learnt both the hymns from her two friends. She 
planned to appease both the deities simultaneously, for double 

in. She recited one hymn after another, closing her cycs. 
ren she opened her eyes, she saw both the deities present 
before her. 

The two deities looked almost alike. Gita mistook the 
Deity of Misery to be the Deity of Wealth and vice versa, She 
said to the first, “Please do not leave my house!" To the second 





she said, “Please keep off my house! 
The two deities consented and disappeared. Ina week Gita 
lost everything. 




















A Potful of Gold 





Ina certain town in China, there 
‘once lived a landlord who had 
founded a school and had 
appointed a manager to look 
into its affairs. The manager 
was very strict with the students. 
When anyone misbehaved or 
played truant, he punished him 
severely, 

‘One day a teacher complained 
to the manager that a parti- 
cular student was growing quite 
unmanageable. The manager 
sent for the offender 
But the boy was not to be 


found immediately. That anno- 
yed the manager even more. 
Afer the sun set, the student 
reached the house of the mana- | 
ger. Finding him very angry,| 
the student knelt down before| 
him and said, “Sir! Please par-| 
don me for my coming so lat 
J wanted to come much sooner. 
But to tell you the truth, I just 
found a thousand pieces of gold 
in a pot. And really, sir, 1 had | 
a hard time in deciding how to 
dispose it of.” 

The manager's angry face 




























‘changed into a curious one. He 
asked the student eagerly, “My 
friend! Where did you find it?” 

juried under the floor of 
our old house, sir,” the student 
replied. 

“What are you going to do 
with the wealth?” the manager 
asked, wiping his red face. 

, 1am very poor. You 
know it pretty well. I discus- 
| sed the matter with my mother 
and we agreed to put aside 
$00 pieces to’ buy land, 200 for 
a house, 50 to buy furniture and 
another fifty to hire servants to 
help my aged mother. With 
one-fourth of the last 200 pieces 
I propose to buy books to 























widen my knowledge. Th 
other 150 pieces we once for all 
decided to make a small present 
to you for the pains you take| 
in looking after the schoo! so | 
ably, making gentlemen of asses 
like me!” | 
The manager beamed like a 
cine-star posing for a tooth- 
paste advertisement. In his 
joy he said, “Is that so? But 
Idon’t think have done enough 
to deserve such a big reward! 
“That, sir, is for us to decid 
said the boy with a chuckle. | 
The manager ordered his 
cook to prepare a sumptuous 
supper. The student had a very | 
nice time. While cating, they | 
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[isles joked, laughed and prai 
sed each other. As the merry- 
making went on, the manager, 
at a thought that struck him 
suddenly, asked, “I think you 
Jeame in'a hurry to meet me. 
| Did you remember to lock the 
| pot of gold safely?"* 

| The student stood up with a 
|start. “Sir! I had just finished 
planning how to make use of 
| the money when my father shook 
me by my shoulder to wake 
me up, 1 opened my cyes and 
the pot of gold, to my great 
disappointment, vanished.” 

| The manager stood speech- 
less for a while. “So, all this 
[you've been talking about was 








only a dream?” | 

“What else, sir,” answered 
the student coolly. 

The manager had been very) 
hospitable to the student and he 
thought it would be foolish to 
lose his temper and shout at him. 
He contented himself with say- 
ing, “I am pleased to note that 
you remember me even in your 
dream. And I am sure, you'll 
never forget me when you really 
get the gold. It is such a great 
Tuck to manage boys like 
you!" 

The boy bared his tecth and 
left with a hurriedly offered 
salute. | 
Retold by P. Raja’ 















The Time For Giving 


‘Aman had accumulated much wealth. He did not give a pie 
to anybody, but he told everybody that at his death all fis 
property will be spent in charity. 
In spite of this declaration nobody quite praised him. 
He was surprised why! 
‘One day he was passing through a field. It was raining. 
He took shelter under a tree, A cow and a pig also had taken 
shelter under it. Suddenly the man began to understand their 
conversation: 
The pig: You give milk. But don’t 1 give much more? 
I give bacon, ham, and bristles. Yet 
never speak Kindly ‘of me, while they speal 
always good of you! Why? 
The cow: Well think itis because I ive while 1 am still 
alive. 
‘The man now understood why nobody spoke kindly of him 
despite his pious declaration ! 




















There was once an honest, hard- 
working country man. His wife 
died and he was alone in his 
cottage with his little daughter, 
|Marella, a lovely child with 
big, sparkling eyes. 

The girl looked after the house 
as best as she could, washing the 
dishes, sweeping ' the floors, 
making the beds and doing the 
cooking, but there were still 
many things she could not do. 
She could not cut wood for 
‘making fire. It was hard work, 
for she was only small. 

Her father, watching her 
struggle sometimes, decided 


that he must look for another 
wife who would care for them 
and married a widow who had 
two daughters. 

When the wife saw how pretty 
Marella was, she grew very 
jealous. Her own two daughters 





were both plain and spiteful,] 
not at all like the sweet, good-| 
natured Marella, 

The woman grew more and! 
more unkind to her pretty step-| 
daughter and made her work! 
harder and harder. 

She had to get up at dawn 
to cook breakfast, fetch sticks 
from the woods for fire, feed) 
the animals and scrub and clean) 
the house, 

Her stepmother’s two daugh- 
ters hardly did any thing. They. 
slept late and then idled all day, 
scolding Marella if she did not 
do all they asked, immediately. 

Marella’s father, who was’ 
quiet and timid, did not know 
what to do. If he protested 
it would only make his wife, 
more angry and then things 
would be even worse for his; 
daughter. So he would simp|y. 











sigh, look at the sky and hope 
[tings wou would get better. 
Whenever Marella went into 
the woods, she would weep and 
pour out her troubles to the 
birds and the animals, who were 
herfriends. Even the pines and 
the firs listened and they rustled 
their branches in sympathy. 
‘and Marel- 


ters should soon be 

but they are plain. My silly 
stepdaughter, with that pretty 
|face of hers, will be of no help 
fetal oe akide yon en will 


decided that she would have to] 
get rid of her beautiful step-) 
daughter, once and for all, 
Winter came and the weather} 
grew colder and colder. By 
January, it was so cold that just 
to put one’s nose outside the| 
door almost made it drop off, 
One day, the stepmother said] 
to her husband, “It is ti 
‘our daughters were married, 
A messenger came to me the 
other day from King White. 
He has seen Marella and, be- 
cause she is so beautiful, he| 
wishes to marry her. Ki 
White rules over the ice kingdom, 
He commands the ice, the snow 
land the hail. He is very rich 
and he has a castle, deep in the 
heart of the forest.” 
Marella’s father, who was 
ind and simple, believed all his 
wife told him and listened 
eagety 10 sl abe had to say, 


woods and leave her there,| 

ing White will then come 
to claim his bride. He wishes| 
to be seen by noone but hi 
bride. 

When she was told, Marella 
was overjoyed at her good for-| 
tune. She took from her Tite 
wooden trunk the prettiest dress) 
she had and a fur cap ready, (ol 











[rut ‘on in the morning. Then 
she went to bed dreaming of the 
|White King. 

Next moming, Marella and 
|her father got into the sleigh 
land drove off to the woods. 
There, Marella’s father kissed 
her and then he left her and 
|drove back to the cottage. 

It was so cold that Marella's 

breath froze. Tears came to 
Iher eyes as she thought of her 
father returning to the warm 
Jcottage. They froze on her 
|cheeks and looked like shining 
diamonds. 
| The ice hung like lace on 
[branches of trees and all the 
tiny pools in the woods had 
turned into crystal. Even the 
birds had flown away, for there 
fas nothing for them to eat and 
Ino water to drink among the 
frozen lakes and pools. 
}. Marella begin to fee! she 
too, was being turned into ice. 
JShe was beginning to feel 
|afraid when suddenly she heard 
{a gentle voice behind her. “What 
Jare you doing here, in the cold?” 
Jasked the voice. 

Marella was feeling too cold to 
turn round but she answered, “I 
lam waiting here for the White 
King. He loves me and will 
come to claim me as his bride.” 

“[ am the White King. 











Yesterday, one of the ermines| 
of the forest visited me," said | 
the voice. 

“They gave me their fur for] 
my robes and told me ail] 
about you, for they are all your 
friends, Your stepmother only 
wanted to trick you. She sent 
you here to die, not to be marri- 
ed. You are kind and beauti-| 
ful. I shall take you to my 
palace and make you my wife, 
the Queen of Ice and Snow. | 

“Close your eyes now. My 
brothers, the Princes of the} 
Eternal Snows, are coming in a} 
silver coach and they will carry 
you to my silver castle.” 

as she was told) 











fand no sooner had she closed 


lher eyes than she fell asleep. 

She did not hear the silver 
lcoach draw up beside her, nor 
|did she feel herself lifted into 

‘The princes were delighted 
|when they saw her beauty. “She 
Jwill make a wonderful wife for 
lour brother, the king,” they said 
to each other. “As for the wic~ 
|ked stepmother, little does she 
|koow the happiness she has 
brought to the stepdaughter, 
land, even without Marella, it is 
unlikely that any man will ever 
look at her own ugly, bad- 
tempered daughters."* 

Marella knew nothing about 
the journey to the palace. Much 









lof which she had never seen 
before. It was a huge white 
room with furniture made of 





white ivory and decorated with 
pearl: 


s. 

‘The bed in which she lay was 
covered with a quilt made 
from the white fur of the 
ermines. 

Then she heard a voice from 
the foot of her bed. “Dear 
Marella,” said the voice. “You | 
are to be my wife. All that you 
see is yours.” 

There, magnificent in a rich 
gown trimmed with white er- 
mine, was the White King, the | 
ruler of the kingdom of ice and | 
snow. 

“Never again will you be 
made to work,” he said. “My 
servants and all the animals of 
the forest, who do my bidding, 
will obey your slightest wish." 

Marella was married at once | 
to the White King and she be- 
came the Queen of Ice and 
‘Snow. 
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WORLD MYTHOLOGY-20 


SAMSON THE HERO (1) 


Tw he sally days at farea! a hike 
called the Philistines who lived 
aiong the seecons! harassed the 
others, bumning their houses cand 
stealing their cattle. 


Once, eninging ihe jaw-bone of | 
donkey he delealad a mob of one: 
thousand Philistines 
































‘Once upon a time there was an 
‘old miller who had no children 
to help him in his work. So in- 
stead, he employed three young 
men as apprentices. One day, 
the miller, who was growing too 
‘old to work any more, said to the 
three young men, “Go out into 
the world and whichever one of 
you brings me back the finest 





horse shall have the mill as his] 
own.” 

The name of the youngest 
apprentice was Hans and the 
other two disliked him, So when| 
the miller had gone they said 
to him, “You might as well stay 
here in the village, Hans, What 
chance have you of finding a| 
horse?” | 





That night, when Hans was 
fast asleep, the other appren- 
tices tiptoed out of the room 
Jand away into the night. When 
he awoke in the morning, Hans 
was alone except for a tortoise 
shell cat. 

Where are you 
Hans?" said the cat. 

“Why do you want to know? 
‘Can you help me?" asked Hans. 

“Yes, | know the task that 
the miller has set you,” said the 
cat. “If you will be my faithful 
servant for seven years T will 
give you the finest horse that 
you have ever seen.” 

The cat took Hans to her en- 
chanted castle and there he met 


going, 


the other cats which waited on| 
her and played music to her 
in the evening. 

The next day Hans was hard 
at work, chopping wood for 
the castle fires with a silver axe 
and a silver saw which the cat 
had giveo him. Hans remained 
at the castle for a long time and 
‘one day asked the cat if it was 
time for his reward. 

“No,” she replied. “There is 
one more thing you must do 
for me.” 

The cat gave Hans a box of 
silver tools and told him to 
build a silver house. By the 
time Hans had finished his task 
the seven years were over and 
it was time for him to leave, 

The cat showed Hans to her 
stables and there he saw twelve 
of the finest horses in the land, 
with beautiful silken coats and 
strong, slim legs. 

“Go home now Hans and 
after three days one of these 


When Hans arrived home he 
found that the other two appren- 
tices had arrived there before 
him. 

“What did we tell you?” they 
said. “We knew you would 
return without a horse.” Wher 
Hans tried to explain where he 














|ler if she might see Hans, When 
he came, she gave him one of 
the horses which had been pul- 
ling the carriage. “This is your 
|reward for being such a faithful 
servant,” she said. 

| “The mill is yours as well,” 
said the miller, for the horse 
was the finest he had ever seen. 








All Hans could say was, “But 
I worked for a tortoise-shell cat 


for seven years, not a beautifull 
princess like yourself." 

“It is true,” replied the prin- 
cess. “I was once a cat, but) 
the wicked spell has been 
lifted from me and now | am] 
a princess, just like I used to be. 

“Come with me Hans, the 
miller can keep his mill, for 
the silver house that you built | 
me has changed into a wonder- 
ful palace.” 

Hans said farewell to the 
miller and the apprentices and 
rode off with the princess to her: 
palace, There, they were mar- 
tied and fived happily ever 
after. 














New Tales of King Vikram 
and the Vampire 





Dark was the night and weird] 
the atmosphere. It rained from] 
time to time, Eerie laughter of] 
ghosts subdued the moaning of] 
jackals. Flashes of lightning] 
revealed fearful faces. 

But King Vikram swerved) 
not. He climbed the ancient) 
tree again and brought the| 
corpse down. With the corpse} 
lying astride on his shoulder, he] 
began crossing the desolate cre 
mation ground. 

“O King, it seems that you! 
are firm in a decision you've} 
taken. But know that there are’ 
people who often change their] 
mind and actions. 1 wonder if 
we can call them foolish. Let 
me cite an instance. Pay your 
attention to my narration.| 
That might bring you some re- 
lief," said the Vampire. 

The Vampire went on:| 
Vikrampuri and Anandpuri] 
were neighbouring kingdoms. 
But their rulers were enemies of] 
each other for three genera-| 
tions. Their enmity resulted in} 
frequent clashes. The common! 
people were the worst suffercrs.| 
Because both the kingdoms were 





equally strong, no kingdom 


‘could win a decisive victory over 
the other. 

Two young princes ascended 
the thrones of the two king- 
doms. The young king of 
rampuri was Vikramverma and 
that of Anandpuri was Anand- 
sen. 

Vikramverma devoted himself 
to the welfare of his subjects 
But Anandsen, as soon as he be- 
came the king, decided to lead a 
martial expedition against Vik- 
tampuri. His minister, Bha- 
drapal, supported him. 

But said his general, Ranavir 

‘My lord, what is new in war 

against Vikrampuri? Should you 
not rather pay attention to the 
problems of your people who 
are poor? 
The question made the king 
uneasy and annoyed. “Well, 
my General, once Vikrampuri is 
annexed, I'll haye no headache. 
Then I'll devote all my energy to 
secure prosperity for my peo- 
ple,” he replied. 

“My lord, Vikrampuri might 
not be stronger than us, but it is 
not weaker. Even if we inflict a 
|defeat on it, to annek it is not 
Boing to be easy. The people 
of Vikrampuri will continue to 
revolt and harass us. We have 
to apply force to suppress them. 
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This process will go on,” said 
General Ranavir as humbly as 
he could. 

But the king was in no mood 
to listen to his sane counsel, He 
told him curtly to prepare for 
the expedition. 

King Vikramverma had his 
trusted spies planted in Anand- 
puri. He got the intelligence 
about Anandpuri’s war prepara- 
tions. He was sad, but he deci- 
ded to take an offensive move. 
That would catch the war-mon- 
gers napping, he thought. He 
mustered whatever strength he 
could within twenty four hours 
and suddenly advanced upon 
Anandpur. 





| Neither the people nor the 
army of Anandpuri were pre- 
jpared for such a development. 
{They got panicky. King Anand- 
|sen, of course, got ready im- 
|mediately for’ offering resis 


tance, but there was chaos 
ithroughout his capital, Within 
lan hour of his going out to fight 
he got killed 

General Ranavir commanded 
|his soldiers to beat a retreat into 
|the fort. He closed the gates of 
ithe fort and continued to defend 
it courageously. 

Minister Bhadrapal met him 
land said, “You did not want 
war. I-am of the same opi- 
|nion now. Why prolong the 

“ 


‘battle unnecessarily now that] 
the king is dead? Let's surrender] 
{0 the enemy. 

“That cannot be! said the} 
general in a stern voice. Hel 
continued “defending the fort 
successfully and the army of| 
Vikrampuri made vain attempis| 
to break into it 

But one night the enemy| 
entered the fort through a secret 
passage. Nobody except king 
Vikramverma knew that it was! 
Minister Bhadrapal who had| 
‘opened the passage for him. 

General Ranavir was. cap- 
sured. 

“General!: You shall be exe- 
cuted, However, if you pub: 
licly accept me as your king, 
you will be spared,” said king| 
Vikramyerma. 

“You may execute me,” 
Ranavir. 

“Do you have any last wish? 
asked the king. 

“My appeal to you is, be kind 
in your attitude towards the| 
people. The subjects of both 
the kingdoms have suffered 
much on account of the con- 
tinuous conflict between the two 
dynasties. Find joy in serving 
the people, not in reducing them| 
to misery,”* said Ranavir. 

The king nodded. He dic 
not execute the general. Both’ 


said 








Ranavir and Bhadrapal were 
allowed to live as ordinary citi- 
|zens. 

|. King Anandsen had died 
‘without leaving an heir. His 
|kinsmen were well provided for 
under King Vikramverma’s ar- 
rangements. King Vikram- 
‘verma ruled both the kingdoms 
‘with equality and justice. The 
|noblemen of Anandsen’s court 
‘were not humiliated in any way. 
| Peace prevailed in the region. 
Prosperity came to the people. 

Bhadrapal, the ex-minister, 
who looked forward to getting 
a high position, was disappoint- 
ed. The king took no interest 
in him, 

Three years passed. One day 
Ranavir met the king and said: 
"Can I be of any service 10 my 
people?” 

King Vikramyerma sprang up 
to embrace him. “From this 
very moment | appoint you my 
Chief Adviser. Besides, as my 
Viceroy, you are to govern 
Anandpuri, he said. 

Ex-Minister Bhadrapal was 
surprised at the news. He met 
the king the next day and said, 
“My lord, you may be pleased 
to utilise my services!” 

“Don’t you have any landed 

|property?” asked King Vikram- 
verma. 
pice 








“I have enough, my lord, 
replied the ex-minister. 

“Why then are you anxious 
to do some other work? Raise 
good crops and live happily as 
a free citizen!" advised the king. 

Bhadrapal’s face fell. He 
went away, 

The vampire, after a briof 
pause, asked King Vikram in a 
challenging tone: ““O King, can 
you remove my doubts about 
the three characters? General 
Ranavir was not in favour of 
war. Why then did he not sur- 
render immediately after his 
king’s death? Minister Bhadrs 
pal was in favour of war. 
then did he advise the general 






render? Why did the king not 
reward Bhadrapal who opened 
the secret passage for him? 
\Answer me if you can. Should 
you keep mum. despite your 
|knowledge of the answers, your 
|head would roll off your shoul- 
ders!" 
| Forthwith replied King Vik- 
ram: “Ranavir was against war 
with the interest of the kingdoms 
in his heart, But he was tight 
lin continuing to fight after the 
king's death. Had he surren- 
ded immediately, he would have 
been obliged to accept humilint- 
jing terms from theenemy. Had 
|Bhadrapal not betrayed, Rana- 
|vir would have drawn many 


gave him the sl 


concessions from Vikramverma, 
The general was acting in his| 
best conscience. 

“Minister Bhadrapal was sel 
fish. He supported the war- 
efforts only to please the king. 
After the king's death he was| 
afraid that Ranavir might] 
‘occupy the throne if the enemy 
retreated without capturing the 
fort. 

“If not anybody else, King 
Vikramverma knew that Bhad- 
rapal was treacherous. Why 


should he reward the fellow? 

“The king realised that for' 
Ranavir the only concern was 
the kingdom's welfare. That is 


the question the general raised 
even when threatened with 
death. When Ranavir realised 
that the new king was really a 
good and peace-loving man who 
did not discriminate against the 
people. of Anandpu: 
ded to cooperate with him. 
Men like Ranavir do not like to 
waste their time and energy. 
They want to do something 
good and useful. King Vik- 
ramverma appreciated his mind. 
Hence he gave him such « high 
position.” 

No sooner had king Vikram 
concluded his answer than the 
vampire, along with the corps, 




















True Adventures 


A DANGEROUS MISSION 
AT MIDNIGHT 






‘A hundred years ago America 
was a far cry from what it is 
today. There were no large 
cities, or modern means of com- 
munication, The average man 
had to struggle hard 10 survive. 

In many of the interior states 
frequent clashes took place bet- 
‘ween the white settlers and the 
Red Indians. If the white 
settlers were at fault in depriving 
the original inhabitants of their 
lands and disturbing their way 
lof life, the Red Indians took 
revenge with matching violence. 

‘A poor American named Mr. 
Goodman wandered from place 
to place in search of a suitable 
site where to build his house. 
77 











He had with him his wife and 
three children—two girls and a 
boy. 

At last he came to a place in 
Washington territory and settled 
down there. The lands there 
fon the river were’ fertile, but 
there was no human settlement 
around, Wild bushes grew in 
abundance, It required much 
courage to live in that desolate 
place and eke outa living. 

But Mr. Goodman had the 
stamina to struggle. What is to 
be noted, his little son, the young | 
Goodman, then aged nine, pro- | 
ved his greatest support. | 
Father and son worked. haj< 
and soon the land yielded the: 






















much more than they had hoped 
to get from it. 

Father and son were fine hun- 
ters. They also caught plenty 
Of fish in the river. 

In a few years other families 
of whitemen came to live there. 
‘The Goodmans welcomed them. 
Now they had company and 
society. 

A happy time had begun to 
|dawn for them when a sudden 
{danger lurked on the horizon, 
The Red Indians who lived 
around felt that the whitemen 
had come to oust them from the 
area, One day they attacked a 
small fishing boat and killed its 
riders. 















‘Another time they chased two | 
young settlers who had gone out 
into the forest for hunting. One 
of them was shot at by a deadly 
arrow and died. The other one | 
fought back. After a pitched 
battle he managed to escape— 
bleeding and almost dying for 
breath 

One day the residents of the | 
small settlement were warned by 
a few friendly Red Indians that 
their village will soon be raided, 
‘The same day the settlers left for 
another village a few miles down 
the river. Only Mr. Goodman | 
and his young son stayed on to} 
see if the report was true. The| 
place was dear to them. They 
would not like to leave it easily. 

Late in the evening it proved 
true. Hundreds of hostile Red. 
Indians swarmed towards their 
village. Father and son fled, 
narrowly escaping their flying 
arrows. 

They joined their family and 
the others in the next village, 
But they were sure that the Red 
Indians will follow them there, 
Though tired, they did not go to 
sleep. They alerted all the 
others and they decided to raise: 
wall around their small village. 

There was no time 10 lose. 
They worked throughout thc? 
night—and continued work 














Feven after the day broke. Men, | 


women, and children—all 

worked. By noon they had 
completed raising a fortification 
made of rocks and clay. 

They had hardly relaxed for a 
few hours when some boats 
| were sighted at the turn of the 
river, The settlers sat up alert. 
By the sunset the boats touched 
the shore. Hundreds of Red 
Indians jumped onto the bank 
and advanced upon the fortifi- 
cation, They were armed 
with bows, guns, swords, and 
daggers. 

The settlers defended the wall 
and fought back the attackers. 
Night descended. Arrows and 
gun-shots were swiftly exchang- 
ed in the dark. The Red 
Indians fought till they got ex- 
hausted. Then they retired to 
the river-bank. 

From their talks the settlers 
understood that they will strike 
again in the morning. An at- 
tack will be easy then as they 
can locate the weak spots in the 
fortification—they thought. 
| The settlers had no other way 
|than to wait with a grim deter- 
mination to defend their fortifi- 
|cation as long as they can. But 
| the young Goodman knew that 
it will be impossible to hold on 


before the enemy forlong. De- 


. 








And 


feat was almost certain. 
defeat meant their death 

At midnight he crawled out 
of the fortified village. Hiding] 
behind the bushes, he advanced 
towards the Red Indian camp. 
They were dancing around fires. 
Their weapons were all stored) 
in the boats. | 

The boy took off his shirt, 
He then entered the water. 
Taking care not to make the 
slightest noise, he approached 
a boat and cut the rope with 
which it was tied to the shore. 
Itwas awfully cold, But patien- 
tly he went on doing the same 
with all the boats—numberiri 
about forty, 























The Red Indians were still 
dancing or cating. Most of 
‘them had grown tired. They 
fell asleep. 

Soon came the tide in the 
river. The boats began to drift 
into the midstream. 

Suddenly, as the boy was 
cutting the rope of the last 
boat, a piercing cry was heard. 
JA Red Indian who had noted 
the unexpected motion of the 
boats had come closer to the 
bank. He had spotted the boy, 

The man's cry roused the 
others. They came running to 
the river-bank. The boy gave 
ja push to the last boat and 
hopped into it. Soon his boat 
jwas a furlong away from the 
shore, 

‘The Red Indians swore and 
raised their bows and shot at 
lhim. ‘They fired from their guns 
too. The arrows and the bul- 





lets missed the boy narrowly,| 


He too had a gun with him.) 
He shot back. 

The tide rose high. Scat- 
tered on the river, the boats 
went soon out of sight, one by 
one. 

The boy sat down and rowed 
his boat towards his fortified 
village. He reached there in 
an hour, When his kinsmen 
knew what he had done, they 
found no word too good to 
praise him. 

The Red Indians had lost 
their weapons and foodstuff} 
that were deposited in the boats, 
They retreated on foot, but 
among them there were people 
who shouted out "Bravo!" for 
the boy, 

The news of the young Good- 
man’s courage and achievement 
spread far and wide, He be- 
came a celebrity. 








Thus did the goddess van- 
quish the terrible demon, Mahi- 
shasur. The realm of the de- 
mons came under the contro} of 
the gods. They made Shatru- 
ghna, a prince of the Solar 
Jdynasty, ascend the throne be- 
fore departing to heaven. Shat- 
tughna proved an ideal ruler 

For some years there was 
peace in all the three spheres. 
But soon two demon brothers, 
Shumbha and Nishumbha, be- 
[gan performing a most arduous 
Penance. They even left taking 
food or drinking water till 
Brahma, quite impressed, ap- 
eared before them. 

“O God, please make us im- 





mortal!” the demon brothers 
appealed to the great God 

“That's not possible. Ask 
me for some other boon,” said 
Brahma 

“In that case bless us so that 
no man or god can kill us,”* the 
demons said, revising their 
stand, 

“Let it be so," said Brahma 
and he disappeared. 

The two brothers were de- 
lighted. They appointed Sage 
Bhrigu their priest. Shumbha 
soon became the king of the de- 
mons. He made Nishumbha, 
his younger brother, his minis- 
ter, Chanda and Munda, two 
fearful demon-heroes, became 





st 


hhis generals. Among his cour- 
tiers were Dhumralochan and 
Raktabij, two famous giants of 
the nether world. ‘They com- 
manded a large battalion of 


giants. Raktabij has some spe- 
ciality. If, during a war, a drop 
of his blood fell on the ground, 
new giant sprang out of it, 

Many more demons and 
giants joined the camp of 
Shumbha. 

‘One day Nishumbha suddenly 
‘attacked Amaravati, the city of 
Indra. The gods had not anti- 
cipated this. They fought vali- 
antly, led by their king, Indra 

[\Nishumbha_swooned away as 
2 





Indra hurled his thunder at 
him. 


But the gods found no respite. 
‘Shumbha who heard of his bro- 
ther's plight, rushed to his rescue] 
and inflicted a crushing defeat 
on the gods. He occupied| 
Indra’s throne. The gods fled. 
Shumbha enjoyed the many 
means of pleasure left by the} 
gods behind them and passed| 
time happily. 

Fora thousand years the gods| 
roamed about in hills and forests| 
as refugees. They did not know] 
how and when their misfortune] 
will end. 

‘At last they found out their! 
guru, “Bribaspati. “O Great 
Soul, please take some step to! 
rescue us from the predicament, 
‘Through mantra or yajna try to 
change our destiny.” 

Brihaspati smiled sadly. 
“Mantra and Yajna are meant 
for the gods, Through those! 
means the human beings please| 
the gods and goddesses. 1 do| 
not see how the gods themselves} 
can use Mantra and Yajna to 
any profit. There is only one| 
way out for you. That is to 
pray to the Divine Mother. 
She had saved us from the! 
tyranny of Mahishasur. She 
alone can save us from. th< 
tyranny of Shumbha «vil 





killed by any male member of 
the races of men or gods, thanks 
to the boon they have obtained 


from Brahma. 

Brihaspati taught the gods a 
certain prayer. The gods 
retired to. the Himalaya and 
recited the prayer mustering all 


her luminous form, appeared be- 
fore them. “What is your 
need?” she asked them. 

With folded hands said the 
gods, “Save us from the tyranny 
of Shumbha and Nishumbha, O 
Mother! For a thousand years 
we have suffered humiliation 
and misery. Vast is the army of 
the demons, We gods cannot 
face them. We have realised 
the truth that you alone can 
restore us to our lost 

| Once you had put an end to the 

terrible Mahishasur. You must 
do the same again to the two 
demon brothers who are equally 


visualising the situation. She 
then said, “Don’t you worry 
any longer. 1 shall tackle the 
demons. You can rest assured 
that heaven will be recovered 









for you before long. 

‘The goddess then brought out | 
a new emanation out of herself, 
The power looked terrible, 
Soon it took a form and was 
known as Kaushiki, The god- 
dess proceeded to confront the: 
demons with Kaushiki by her 
side, seated on her lion. 

‘The goddess reached a garden 
not far from the citadel of the 
demons. She began to sing. 
The entire region seemed to be 
falling under an enchantment. 
Birds and deer came closer to 
the goddess, pulled by the magic 
of the song. 

‘Some of the demons who!” 





J a quick glimpse of the goddess 
| and Kaushiki ran to Shumbha. 
“O Mighty King! A strange 
woman has been located by-us. 
Nothing compares with her 
splendour and beauty. Never 
|[ias been heard a song sweeter 
|than the one she is singing. 
She is in the company of an- 
| other woman who looks queer,” 
| they exclaimed. 

“Is that s0? What do you pro- 
pose me: to do?” asked 
| Shumbha. 

“Marry her, O King, marry 
her! You cannot dream of & 
more wondrous bride, to be 
Sure!’ said the demons. 





“That is something worthy of | 
‘our consideration. If what you 
say proves true even partially, 
she deserves to be my queen. 
Well, go forth and grect her on 
my behalf and bring her along 
here!" said the demon-king, 
quite happy at the prospect of| 
his marrying the most won- 
drous woman. 

Sugriva, an aristocrat among| 
the demons, led a delegation to} 
the goddess. They reached the 
garden ina few strides. Sugriva 
bowed down to her and said, 
“Welcome, O charming damsel, 
welcome. You must have heard! 
of Shumbha, our great king. 
He is as much of a hero as:he 
ishandsome. He sent us to you 
with a sweet proposal. We are 
sure you will welcome it, He 
is favourably inclined towards 
you. In fact, you can be sure 
that he will be pleased to:marry 
you.” 

‘The’goddess sported a mean- 
ingful smile. “O demons, 1 
have heard that your king has 
driven the gods out of heaven. 
He is an expert fighter. J am 
under an oath to the effect that 
fone who would aspire to marry 
me must be ready to try his 
strength against me. ‘The ques- 
tion of marriage will arise: on!) 
if he survives the: encow'tcr. 











Go away now!" 

But Sugriva did:not go away. 
He was shocked’ at what he 
heard. He said, in the tone of 
& well-wisher, “O young lady, 
yourhave no. idea about’ the 
Strength and valour of our king. 
There is no hero in all the three 
spheres to match him in these 
qualities. Do not blunder. 
Accept our fine proposal!" 

Said the goddess, “Look here, 
you.good demon. I've no desire 
to argue: with you. Let your 
king accept my challenge, or 
take it that he has accepted de- 
feat. If the latter is: the case, 
Jet him setire to: the nether 





world—the right place for de- 
mons and giants. I have no| 
intention to harm him, 1 assure 
you. 

The words of the goddess 
stunned Sugriva. He could not 
muster enough courage to speak: 
to her again. At the same time’ 
he did not know how to report! 
the situation to his king. He’ 
soon began to look crazy. 

However, he managed to blurt 
out whatever he had heard be- 
fore Shumbha. 

Shumbha looked at. Nishum- 
bha with surprise. “A woman 
appears from nowhere and chal- 
lenges me to.a battle! What is 
more baffling than this? Will 
you go and answer her or should! 
1 go?" he asked. 

“My brother, itis not neces- 
sary for any of us to go. Let 
Dhumralochan go and drag her 
along here. . She will agree to be 
your spouse:as soon as she gets 
a chance to behold your per- 
son!” said Nishumbha. 

Shumbha appreciated his bro- 
ther’s counsel. He summoned 
Dhumralochan and said, “Go 
and bring that charming’ girl 
here. You are free to kill her 
‘companion, but take care to see 
thatno harm befalls her.” | 

Dhumratochan proceeded! 10+ 
the garden, followed by acho. 














[band of demons. But he did 
not try to apply force on the 
goddess. He was polite and he 
sang the glory of love! 

Kaushiki had by then as- 
sumed the form of Kalika, She 
stepped forward and said, “You 
fool; stop your blabbering! Who 
asthe patience to bear with 
your nonsense? It was high time 
you understood that the god- 
dess is here to kill your king and 
his wicked lieutenants. Begone 
and tell him so 

Dhumralochan’s eyes bulged 
with surprise. He trembled and 
“Don't you insult my mas- 
ter! If fight you must, come on, 
fight with me!” 

Dhumralochan then rushed 
upon Kalika. But she took 
hold of him like a tigress cateh- 
ing a rabbit and dashed him on 
the ground, He died. In a 
moment »Kalika destroyed the 
whole horde of demons that 
had) come’ following Dhumra- 
lochan, 

The goddess who witnessed 
Kalika’s achievement lowed 
her .conch-shell in triumph. 
‘Shumbha\ heard the sound. 
Great) was his. bewilderment 
He came running to the spot. 

He could not believe his eyes. 
| Whovare these two. women who 
had :succeeded in killing Dhum- 
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ralochan and his fearful de- 
‘mons? He lost no time in calling 
his most trusted heroes. 

First to fight the goddess were| 


Chanda and Munda. In no 
time they lay dead. Raktabij 
jumped forward next. Ab hel 
was wounded and his blood fel 
‘on the ground, numerous giants| 
came into being. The goddess 
fooked at Kalika and instructed 
hher to see that no blood. fell! 
Kalika went on gulping down 
the blood that welled out of the} 
giant's body, Soon, rendered! 
ineffective, he fell dead. 

By and by all the demon 
fighters lay dead: At last diet, 











Shumbha and Nishumbha, after 
| a desperately fought battle. 
‘The demons fell at the feet of 
the goddess: She assured them 
that they had nothing to fear 


from her as long as they be- 
haved themselves. At her] 
advice, they retired to the| 
rether-world, 

















SELF-PROTECTION 


Pradeep, a young man, met the king's minister and asked him 


had helped a fellow called Shyam to get a job. Now he 
has become a confidant of the king. Well, { can secure a job 
for you if you promise to help me in ousting him,” said the 
minister. 

Pradeep agreed to it and got a job. It so happened that 
one day he saved the king from an imminent danger in the battle- 
field, That endeared him to the king. 

"il grant you any favour you want,” the king promised 


ly lord, let me marry the minister's daughter,” said 


jeep. 

‘The king arranged for the marriage, While Pradeep was 
being led to the marriage platform the happy minister asked 
him, “My son, you could have asked. the king for anything. 
Why did you ask for my daughter's han 

0 be frank, I feared that you will try to oust me now 
that { had found much favour with the king. I put forth this 
proposal to check any such possibility!” replied Pradeep. 
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Tn a small town lived a pundit 
named Rama Sharma. Al- 
though he had been blessed by 
the Grace of Saraswati, the 
Goddess of learning, he had 
not won the favour of Lakshmi, 
the Goddess of wealth. 

He decided to meet the king. 
He was sure of his ability to 
impress the king with his 
scholarship. 

“Are you going prepared 
with the necessary means for 
meeting the king?” asked a 
neighbour. 

“What do you mean? What 
means?” asked the pundit in 
his turn. 

The neighbour smiled at the 
pundit's naivety, but he did not 
elaborate. 

The pundit proceeded to the 
city, He spent the night in 
choultry and went to meet the 
king in the moming. 


As he would step in through] 
the main gate, the gate-keepe 
stopped him and extended hi 
right hand towards him. His 
palm was unfolded. 

“I am on my way to meet the| 
king!” said the pundit. 

“Right. What do you do| 
when you see a road blocked?” 
asked the gate-keeper. 

“I remove the block!” at 
wered the pundit. 

“Right. You can remove me 
by paying me a fee. There ai 
only three more blocks like m 
at three more gates,” informed 
the gate-keeper. 

The pundit was not prepared! 
for this. He carried no money| 
with him. He thought for 
moment and turned back and 
took position at the cross-road: 
in front of the palace. At t 
pitch of his voice, he then sid, 
addressing the passers: y'|" 















































“Who says that our king is 
Jgood? He is just bad! Who 
Isays that our king is conscien- 
ious? He isdevoid of conscience 
altogether! 

‘A crowd collected before him. 
Ail were amused as well as sur- 


Iprised. Soon spies reported to 
the king what was going on be- 
fore the palace, The king sum- 
Imoned the pundit and deman- 


tious, I dared to describe you 
as the opposite. By doing that 
I gained access to you. I'm| 
sure, because of your goodness] 
and conscienciousness you will 
pardon me when you hear every-| 
thing,” said the pundit and he| 
narrated the mischief of the| 
gate-keepers to the king. 

The king punished the guilty} 
and amply rewarded the pundit, 
‘The pundit also was appointed] 
the court-scholar. 


The famous planist, Ignace a- ee 
Ki, was once asked by an admirer: 
How many hours do you devote (x 
practice? 
“Eight hours,” was the answer, 


be having great patience!" commented | 
the admirer. 

"'ve no more patience than that 
gentleman there or you, | only use 














The king of Asvadesha had a 
daughter called Madhavi, She 
was not only intelligent, but 
‘also inquisitive to learn more 
and more. 


‘There was a great scholar in 
the country. His name was 
Anandyogi, At the king’s re- 
quest, this saintly man took 
charge of Madhavi's education. 

The princess proved herself a 
worthy student. 

The king’s general died rather 
suddenly. The king decided 
to choose the most accompli- 
shed fighter for the post. He 
decided to hold a contest for the 
selection 

Many young men, both from 
the army and from outside, took 
Part in the contest. Three young 
men emerged most promising. 
The final selection was to be 
made from among them. They 
Were Ravi, Manas, and Bhim. 


The Contest 


‘A new round of contest, con- 
fined to these three, was held.| 
They proved more or less equal 
in most respects, ‘The last item 
was fencing. 

Ravi and Manas fought 
each other in the first round.’ 
Ravi got defeated. After an} 
hour the victorious Manas 
fought with Bhim. It was Bhim) 
who emerged victorious. 

The king, looking at the} 
assembly of courtiers and nobi- 
lity, began to announce his| 
decision: “Ravi, Manas, and 
Bhim have proved themselves) 
brave, intelligent, and deserving.) 
However, since Bhim defeated) 
the other two. < 

“Father, please listen to me 
the princess whispered, interrup- 
ting the king. 

The king stopped. The 
assembly looked at the princ: 





with curiosity. Said the pr 



























‘aloud, “Before any final 
sion is to be taken, we have 
to remember that Bhim has 
lsurpassed Manas, but he has 
Inot proved more efficient than 
IRavi. Hence the contest can- 
Inot be taken as over.” 

AL first a bit intrigued, the 
king realised that what the prin- 
loess said was not wrong. 
The next day a fencing was 
larranged between Ravi and 
Bhim. Everybody thought that 
IBhim, who had defeated Manas, 
will emerge victorious. Manas 
had proved himself victorious 
lover Ravi, In the popular esti- 
lmate Ravi was inferior to both 
Manas and Bhim. 





But, surprisingly, it was Ravi 
who emerged victorious. 

‘After an hour's interval fen- 
cing took place between Rat 
and Manas, Ravi won again. 

“The decision I had arrived 
at yesterday stands nullified!” 
commented the king. 

"Yes, father. For a positive 
conclusion we should test the 
three once again, tomorrow,” 
said the princess. 

Next day the first round of 
fencing took place between 
Bhim and Manas. Bhim got 
defeated. After an hour's inter- 
val the second round of con- 
test took place between Manas 
and Ravi, Manas got defeated. 


























There was mo more cause 
lfor any hesitation. The king 
lannounced that Ravi was to 
Jbecome the general. All applau- 
\ded the decision. 

In the evening the king asked 
Ithe princess, “My child, you 
lid well by stopping me when 
i was going to declare Bhim 
las the new general. After all it 
lwas Ravi who was most worthy 
lof them. But how did you 
lknow that then?” 

“Father I did not know that 
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for certain, though from what] 
1 saw of Ravi in other tests 
felt that he ought to be better at 
fencing than what he showed. 
1 was following a simple 
principle taught to me by 
Gury Anandyogi. A single 
test should not lead us to a final 
conclusion—he used to say," 
answered the princess. 

In due course Ravi showed| 
that he was worthy of his posi- 
tion. 
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